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lit wa ii bad day lor Ouave Ronion
whon lie bawled tlie doctor two ounces
or pure carbolic ared in a phial mttcad
or two iixl ina. A paper was wrapped
around V.tr ii tel wlnn lip carried it out,
and the 1ctor. being occ.pui at the time,
supposed, nucitaiilcally, that tlie acid
liad heed t'Uiited with water, though lie
ixHild not loinciuber whether or uot lit
ljaci uidered dilution or the pritcriptiou.
Ikit llii: Uivglit w quite pei functor
"When, liowcwr, lie applied the pure acid
the AVfliiiaa thriiked iu agony. He taw

t owe there bad bi a mistake, and,
iiHRtchtng a buttle or olive oil rrom liib

ituxitcai caest.hipu ireJili po'.itiietortund
iiteee. Hi nr.t thought had been lor
Octavo, aiMl so he merely fallowed surprise
wiisu the wiiiau eiled out, and eairi
"Straw?, atraape. madam, mat it -- liouM

act that ay. Tho di6easo lias laken a
now tmn."

After the woman had lven piven care
he put IJm jihial in his t mutters jiockii
tnd drve away ewiitlv lo the lit tie
ostomist's dop. In hit. anxiety he had
Hot pwl in Uie cork ot the phial tightly,
and so prsemlyhe was wild with ikuii
fr the- - acd ate like fir into Un

skill. HtHi vet wnhfthe excitable colt
froltckin down tho?road he could do
u more than seize the half empty
ind fHug it away., and the colt, feeling
the whip, daUiid on to the 1ml chem-ist'-

The doctor fiercely called Medal-Hen- ,

who was tat.siitg, to hold the horte.,
and rushing into the chop, mi id to Octave
in a low vo'ee "l"iue. quick: jou'e
kilted mc aid the woman, too," ai.d tlmi
pltuigeii ,iii o t he back shop

The Utile 1ret:iist was not present lie
bad beeu called out ol the vi!L.g fti--

Octave was alone. So, resigning the sl p
to the honesty of Ins customers, he

alter the doctor. 11k? acid had
eeteu into the doctor's leg ai.d hip a
good hall unit, t though his black ties
were starting out "vi tli pain, he,iid noth-
ing till a gradual, of oil had been jKiur.--

oh, and thii with a gisp lie whtepered
'Octave, holt hat. you've done it this

liroe!" Hut when he fcaw the boy's
the jM.r b i ;i fifteen wlnfup:orted

bs rirttaMt iiMMiier and protect-- her
Irom the jjerwecutioiis of a Gallic fatlier
be added "Bat we'll try and pull the tiling
tbroagli. nion chre. Never hHy die.'
Then Ocae said that ho had been much
worried In-- lrobie!-oii- e customer) and bad
log l:cr and littlo bleep - of his
metber's iiines", and he had read two
on3e for two drnHims

j,V,Ih"5 tlw prescription?" asked tlie
dnetor- - wiiiig nlj- - irom ih iaiii

'Ih the prescription book." Octave
.nswprad i

AVJ1. it's gH. to May there." aid the
doctor, hhaking his head, mcfullv. "We !
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OMTt le Hnprofessional. "We'll trust to
lack."

"Will the woman die?" asked Octave.
The 1oetr shook hi head as he drew the

liandage tighter round his leg.
'Shc was bound to die soon, anyhow,"

lie answered, vaguel v. for he w.is fond of the
boy mimI admired lum for his talfins. his
corgc, and his goodness. Usually ins
dispensing was precise and perfect, and he
bad practically taken the whole tare of the
basiiMss the shoulders of the little
elHHirfsl. who was ailing. The doctor had
the xeputnlion for holding borne important
commandments lightly, and there were
those who even spoke to the Cure seriously
about him. suggesting his removal, but
the Cure was a man of discernment, and
ho rtwse not to see or hear certain things,
and was ever courteous, even wheu two
yoare parsed and the doctor did not appear
at mass. Octave's attitude was that of
the Care, lor. grown wise before his time
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(as poverty and care achieve in the young),
be saw much to forgive, and that is a
thing for a lad who thought he saw a hero
and only discovered a mar

But there was another whom Octave
cared for more than the doctor that was
Medallion, who wondered, as he held the
colt, what was tho matter with Jus owner.
He knew the difference between the

for phjsical pain and mental
distress, and this combination vexed him.
He puzzled over ( lie matter. He was a eort
of grand inquisitor for the parish, and yet
lu the kindliest way, for his hand was
mostly turned to putting the crooked things
straight, and in that he had plenty to do.

Tlie day the woman died he got an inkling
of tlie truth from Octave's white face,
associated with a remark made to him
by tlio dead woman's husband, who said
that there had been "something wrong
somewhere."

But a year passed, and it is probable
there never would have been any trouble
about the thing save in own
mind (for the doctor repeated that the
woman would have died soon in any case),
had not the doctor himself died suddenly
in his office, and all his faults went to his
grave with biui.

That any of them should be resurrected
was a pity, but so it was. Garon, in his

GILBERT PARKER.

innocence, sent the bill for the doctor's
attendance to th' woman's husband.
The doctor had intends! i.ever to .send
m a bill, but with U.araetcriMie careless-
ness had not marked the :ucou:t oil" his
books. The man who lad been jlellt
while the bill did not conn. now bioke
out in expostulation and reproach, and
charged tlie doctor with killing his wite
And it it was not the doctor, then it must
have bri, Oclive In any case, he was
eited. and ' istiug the celebrity the
scandal gave turn and encouraged by the
late doctor's rival, he went on with it,
so that within twenty-fou- r hnuis the
parish knew that Octave's saletv was in
danger, aui !.js plate nutl his mother'.s
livelihood as welt He and the little chem-
ist knew th.;t .111 o! I iter o1 the Jaw was
going down to the little chemist's shop that
night to demand the prescription. Medal-
lion went down first and asked Octave to
show the 1 00k Tin-r- the prescription
was passed iit' be slit in the leaf in

pUee'arfl duly numb.red. a deadly
evidemv .ijrainst Octave.

Medaihoi. had little time to think, for
even as Octave, very still and pale, handed
the prescription book lo the httle
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?oint Quick: You'vo Killed Me and
tlie IVoiniui, Too:"

chemist, who was also as pah" and still
.M.ilo-.iin- . the ojficci, entered, ard presently
asked the httle chemist to let him mi- - tic
prescription lwok. Medallion knew the
man's nature, and immediately drew him
into talk, giving him a running fire of
ehafl and I.uir.or The book was brought
out. and the man naming the date, de-

manded h.i Octave show him the pre-
scription Oct ive. very quiet, somehow
trusting to Medallion, tinned over the
leaves, found the prescription, drew it out,
and was about to it over, when the
little chemist stopped him. saying that he
would produce the hook and the presenp-- !

tion in court, but would eot give either
to the otficer. He was responsible to the

- S.:,r -5 xz

law and the law alone for the book. As
he said ttii. Octave watching intently,
had mechanically and nervously folded up
the paper like a pill such as men use for
lighting their pipes.

It was at this point an idea occurred
to Medallion "Sit down a minute, and
let's talk this over," he taid to Ma
lotim. Maloum, nothing 'oath to aigue
the point, and seeing a iiumlier of curious
jieople entering the shop.Faw a chance for
a little drama, and Eat down. Upon the
counter were a rumber of tmall squares of
paivrused for po wders, and Medallion beiran
iolding thim, as ii icchanirally, making
themin length and width like the prcbclpt ion
paper in Octave's hand. Tlsn they both
tegan to nil piicb, McdaTlion tellirg
111 a quick excited way, yet not in the leabt
excited, and Malouin responding with real
excitement, as Medallion shot out point
after point. Presently Medallion caught
the prescription lightly away from Octave's
fingers and laid it dowi. on the counter be-

tween him and Maloum, faying
"There's the paper. Now take it, and

I'll stake my hoie agalmt jour o!d gray
mare that the little chemist is right."

Maloum picked up the prescription and
laid it down again, but not quite In the
same place At that minute Medallion
threw down thespills he had made, as if in
emphasis near the prescription 011 the coin-tor- ,

and presently took one of them and.
lighting it at the lamp, lit his pipe. Ma-

loum. too, stood up to hold his pipe to the
lamp. At that instant Medallion said:
"Take a spill," and looking Malouin in
the eyes, swiltly picked one up and handed
it to him, saying something so humorous
that even Malouin himself joined in the
laugh. Holding the spill to the lamp, his
face half turned to Medallion, he lighted
it and held it to his pipe It burnt to the
last shred. Then it was that Octave, who
had been standing dazed and strange, said
to Malouin:

"You you've burnt the prescription!"
It wtsso burnt unread. And Medallion,

as if the thing l.sd been only a mistuke and
a joke, sat bnckmnd laughed. Rut Malouin,
with an oath, went out into the street, and
then, somehow or another, the matter
ended.

nut Dr. Octave Ramon, in his dispen-
sary at Quebec, still remembers with a
strange feeling the night that he lay crying
from excitement in Medallion's room, while
Medallion hummed playfully: j

"Nous etions trois capitaines
lie la guerre revenant,

Brave, brave.
Do la guerre revenant

Bravement."

Halt Your Hooks, Hoys.
No timo now for wishln'

Fortune was in sight;
it reams are full o fislun'

Goodncbs, how they bitel

Down the corks goes-Thr- obs

and hums;
Ilichcr up the

CatfiBh comes!

See the line
(Hotv those fellows tug!)s

Ain't it fun
(Lookout for the Jug!)

f
Down ( ho cork goes-Thr- obs

and hums;
Higher up
The cathsh come3.
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In the couree or niv Sunday reading the
other day I rrn.e open an account of the
undertakers' convention, held in ll.c City
of New York. Amid much that was of
purely professional n.ten n, ihere were one
or two points thai appeal to .ur common
humanity. An enterprising litm has. it
seems, invented (and let n:e a J ten to add,
patented) a contmance icr j inducing a
smile on the lace of the coriifo wila un-

failing coitamty. (The invenlioi. will work
even on n Ecclch corpse.) This is. tonic-thin- g

new. We have, or couifce, all read
that

There was a joung lady of Riga,
Who went for a ride on a tiper;
They returned fronfthe ride
With a lady inside,
And a imile on the lace of Hie tfger.

But there the tiger was the corpse only in
a sccondarj and philosophical lerne: the

American system
is more thorough
going. Theme.ms
adopted were not
reve.ded; probably

CM they sit by the
coffin and prai&e
the civic adminis-
tration or New
York. However
this may be, the
idea shews a ten-do- r

regard for the
reeling of the sur-
viving relatives
which is extreme-
lyTHERE WAS touching, but

XOUNU LADY OF rather hard lo
RIGA. reconcile! with I ho

si.iteir.eiit (which I glean iicm the same
sourc?) that it is by ro means an uncommon
thing ror the pawnbrokers of Niv York
to be asked to lend money on corpses and
bones. It in.cv, no doubt, Le asked withsome piausiiiii-liv.w- h

a man
should go

to bod
when he cm
make a dollar
by pawning his
mother-in-law- ,

and why a per-
son who would
gladly have AND A SMII E ON THE
obliged you FACE OF THE TIGER
w.th a loan 111 his lire lime should object
to help jou to cie alter his diai. StiU,
the practice seems rather calloup Per-
haps the story is not true. I ufc d to tiebeve
all American stones until my faith was
shaken l tl-- oi,e about tlie pi.or ludy
whose humble apartments had iuch low
roofs that she and her hu'bainj were never
able to have anything but soles ror dinner.
This seems very improbable, I ecau6e any
sensible people would, under such con-
ditions, have taken their meals at a
restaurant.

TnE EVIL EYE.
We Ivlievc in everything nowadays (so

long as it is not m the Bible, or course)
in palmistry, spir.r rapping, ghosts, and
all the rest. Why should w-- not take .up
the Evil Eye? It is a most picturesque
superstition, and Mr. Elworthy has written
a wonderful book about it. Saul was a
jettatore. "And eyed David Irom that
day forward." we read. Narcissus fascin-
ated (or evil-eye- d himself, and thus came
lo his end. Tlie unhappy gift is round in
most benevolent and excellent people, lor
example, the late I'ope Ftp N0110 was com-
monly believed to exercise t. and many
instances are given ot the fut.illties which
berell buildings that he had blessed. This
circumstance must be admitted to be pe-
culiarly unlortunate There is a variety
called jetiatura sospensiva. a litigant
told Mr. Elworthy that, having met one
who exercised this power as he went to
court, his case was adjourned sine die.
If. however, the case had been in the crim-
inal courts he would have objected less,
ir you wiish to be safe you can carry a
wolfs tail or the skin of a hjena's rore-hea- d

(11 you happen to have such a thing
by join, lading these, borrow your baby's
coral bells, also, when in conversation
with a jettatore. always stand with your
hands behind your back, as you will ob-
serve many people doing In the streets or
Naples (this is Mr Elworthy's observa-
tion), and almost all schoolboys doing in
the presence or tile master (this is my own
observation). So much, then, ror the Evil
Eje- -

A DENUNCIATION.
"Yours is the silkiest, waviest hair in the

world " Loud laughter "Why? There
is nothing 10 laugh at Indeed, it is likely
enough that the writer deceived himseir. as

"How Ca mot lie Town?'

lovers will, and that there is other hair in
the world as wavy and silky But this hard
factgives no cause for laughter; thedelusion
is patbeLic, ir you will, and to my thinking
pretty, but in no way ridiculous. Yet be-
cause the words were read out iu the couru
of a breach of promise case, there was 'loud
laughter ' I allow myself to be moved to
indignation as seldom as possible (I am so
familiar wuh villains in a professional way
that they have no power to stir nie), but I
consider the conduct of the audience in
breach of promise cases 'real men ' Nine-tenl-

of thee miserable humbugs have
said and written and thought exactly the
same sortof Hung themselves, with pistas
much or ns little reason ( Tor my part I have
no doubt ihat the hair was silky and wavy,
though for several reasons of my own I
can't admit the superlatives); but when
misfortune has fallen on the poor romance
and it is dragged into the garis'i light of
publicity, they gather round and mock at it
like a parcel of ghouls. I wonder how they
canrace their wive3orhusbands(yc.s, madam,
women do it too) or sweethearts with that
odious cachination on their lips. I am
not unreasonable. I would allow them a
pensive smile, touched to tenderness by
recollection and sympathy; but this hooting
is intolerable. Nor can it be justified on
the ground that, as the nature or tho case
indicates, the gentleman has changed his
mind. Again, I charge s or them
with having changed their mind at one
time or another; and the fact that the
ardor which inspired the words grew cold is
matter for gentle grief, not noisy mirth.
If the words were in a storybook or a play
there would be rto laughter. Yet they
would be equally silly. "I have forgot
why I did call thee back," said'she "Let

me stand here till you remember it." sav.s
Iu. Tney would iaugh at that In a breach
of promise case; the laughter would be
"loud." and alFO "prolonged;" but who
laighs at it in "Romeo and Juliet?" Poor
real life! It is very hardly uecd jomeiimes.

AN AUTHOR'S "METHOD "
People aie veiy polite, and I am eome-time- a

asked how I wnfc my stones. In
a lady's month tho question runs, "Oh,
Mr. Fly, how do you think of these lovely
stories?" In tko mouth or a man it iy.
"I say Fly, old chap, how the deuce do
jou turn out nil that slurf of vours?"
'Ihis question ror it is the Eoiue'in de-
ferent foiins may be easily disposed of
in two waja. The wntci may si. rug his

gie a careless smile, and re-
mark "Will. 1 Suppose I do write prettv
easilj " This is eifcctlve enough, but
perhaps It is I ettei to irown, lo sigh, to
teggest that the wind Lloweih whither
it lisiith and when, and thut jou icallj
do not know how those divu.c things get
tbcniEclvcs wiitlen (Some unklr.d person
recently remarked or a ovel dealing with
high society that It was like the kingdom
or hcnen, in that it came not by observa-
tion.) But ior my part, I love to an&wer
a question borestlv, and am all for can-
dor. I don't want to make a secret or my
"method." I think it can best be exhibited
in the rorm or a diary the record of a
day. Let us suppore that I cm bidden to
write a short story. I arrive at my work-
ing den at 0 4." and read my letters The

of the day is much as loliows- -

lu.uu l"ut on
writing coat; find
a hole in tlie elbow.

10.03 Light pipe
nnd sit down in,
large armchair bv
fire.

10.15 Who the
deuce can write a
story on a beastly
day like this? (It
was quite nice
weather really
that's the artistic
temperament.)

10.151 must
H)- think about that

confounded story.
(M3-- - Besides. I don't be-

lieve bhe meant any-
thing alter all.

"WHO THE DEUCE
CAN WRITE A
STORY ON A 'DAY
LIKE THIS?" l '

11 lo I wish the these people
hadn't asked me to write lor
their pilper!

11 45 Hullo! Will1 that do?
12 00. Hang it. 'that's no use!
12 30 I suppose' If r'I happened to have a

head instead of a turnip I ould
" rite tha't story.

12.10 Yej Ni ' By Jove, yes! Where's
tliet iicii? 'Oh, where the ?
All right here it is! Now, then!
(Scribble.) '

1.00 Lunch! Good,' I I elievc it's going!
1 30. Now I'll just knock it ofr (Scrib

ble.)
2.15. Well, I don't quite sec my way to

. Oil, "'yes, 1 do! Good!
That's not' so bad.

3 00. One, two, ' three three hundred
words a.pagvi Well, I'yf put that
in m good time, anyhow. Where's
that pipe?

3:151 think this'll retch 'em. Pitched
in the possiurt, by Jove!

3.40. Oh, I say, look here! I've only
"go't about ' 1.200 words, and 1

want 2,000. What the deuce shall
I do?

3:50.- -1 must pad it, you know. She
accepting the Tool, though; it's
absurd, yoj know.

1 15. Oh. confound it!
4 45. Now. let's see two, four, six.

seven. Good! I'm iu the straight,
now.

5.00. Thank heaven, that's done! Now
I suppose I must read the thing
over I know it's nwTul rot Well,
that's their lookout; they've bought
it.

5 03. It's not so brd. though, alter all
5.11. I rather like that I don't know,

but it seems rather original.
5 15. H'ml I've read worse stories than

this.
5 20. No, I'm hanged If I torch a word
: or it It's not hnir bad.
.". 25. Pretty smart ending
530. Well, if there nre a dozen men in

England who can write a better
story than that I should like to
pec 'em, that's all.

5.35 Puff, purr, puff, puff! Well. I
shan't touch a pen again

There it is How a Slcry Is Written, By
Onc Who Has Done It. Other "eminent
writers" may pursue other method?. Some,
I believe, take country walks or country
cottages. Others work a Heady two hours
and "collect impressions" (which may be
very gocd run) in i c:ety for the rest of
the day. Others wait for inspiration (thehe
have private means). The above record
embalms my particular method. It wi.l
be observed that the nominal working day
is rather long, but there are ample cases of
desultory reilecMop. There are a.so about
two hours of acute misery and bitter s

Still, the ultimate result is
highly satisfactory to myself, arid I be-

lieve that any author who pursue smy
method will produce results equally satis-
factory to mjself.

The only drawback is that a friend
who enters while I r.m lrcubating my ideas
in the warmth of the armchair always
insists that I cm atlecp; thif is injurious
and offensive. I have described the suc-
ceeding morning is devoted to the process
of "worrying." Worrjing is the means by
which an author seeks to attain an elegant
stle and correct grammar. With this
object lie worries his manuM-ript- , inserting
here a highly colored epithet, deleting there
a split inrinitive (it is very hard r.ot to
occasionally sp it your inlinitives), or the
saperriuouss "ar.ds" Lelore his "whiches"
(tilings cropping luifoven inThackeray.and
which many estimable writersgo wrong in)..
Hut some say that ii jcu nre pretsed Tor
time tins procesiT.niy be emitted, Feeing
that, from a corr.muribal point or view, it is
a waste of timeand moreover lends to
diminish the reviewer's stock or harm-
less pleasures. Ypt an unpopular writer
should bj no means, omit it; it preserves

in the face of a neglectful
world. As for speliiiip, they spell very fairly
well at Ihe tvrfewritcr's.

A RETRACTION.
That remark 'about the "dozen men

in England'1 represents a momentary phase
of feeling, not a reasoned opinion.

IS IT iyiVCE, JEHU?
The storm ofcfintroversy concerning

tlie aims and tendencies, merits and de-
ments or modern plays, and novels, seem
to be gradually and slowly dying away.
Probably or, we ifa&y make bold to say,
certainly the public" has become bored
with it; perhaps' the controversialists
have said all they .have to say. or, at least,
all that anjbody asks them to say. Be
the cause or the lull what it may, we may
heartily he thankrul lor it. A very regret-abl- e

thing seemed at one time likely to
happen. Writers were being divided Into
two opposing camps, each party carrying
with it its bands or adherents and being
pursued by the angry cries of its opponents,
a play would tell you, not indeed what its
A glance at a novel, or the mere title of
a play would tell you what its
merits were, but what they would be de-
clared to be in this or that paper and by
this or that critic,1 its delects in the eyes
of another organ of opinion and another
school of commentators could be predicted
with equal certainty. On the one side were
to stand the "wholesome" books, on the
other the "unwholesome." This is the
language of the conservative critics; the
new meant the same when they spoke of
"hypocritical" as contrasted with "hon--

est, "namby-pamby- " with "true," etc.
Both sides were fertile, brilliant, and per-
suasive in assault, hut perhaps less happy
in constructive teaching; and both cried
to the puzled author: "You are at the
parting or the ways. Under which banner
will jou right? Whichever you choose,
hair the literary world will approve, half
condemn; and perhaps your publisher,
Mitctimbing to a temptation almost too
strong for human nature, may in cynical
pi.iyl ulness exhibit the divergent Judg-
ments in the piquant proximity of parallel
columns."

CUPID AND THE CENSUS .MAN.
Cupid had tried hard to escape, for,

above all things in heaven and earth, he
hates having to
give an aicount
or himself. But

e census man
was very deter-
mined, f?n.t? 2s?

and ran J3SSs!aHsS- -

him to earth in YL" M:NLa la go's di aw
ing room, a place
which le knew y jyvery well, and
wl ere It had

l.intily
been

ci civic.
most jkp YThe census in in

came straight at
him with a
la ige sheet or pa-
per, printed m
manyiolumns.a
portable n

pen.
a quill X0

Age. please?" CUPIDHATESTO GIVE
said the census AN ACCOUNT OF
I,m- - HIMSELF.

"I don't know," said Cupid. "Untiljou''e settled the age or the world, you
see, I can hardly tell."

"Bat," expostulated the census man,
"yon don't l.ok more than a lew years old."

"I seldom last more than that, you see,"
siid Cupid.

"Shall we say thiee years?"
"If you like. It's rather long."
"And now let r.s pass c?n "
"It's a thing I'm very apt to do," Inter-

rupted Cupid.
"To the net head."
"You mean heart." murmured Cupid.
"What is jour picfessioii?"
"My professions are unlimited." said Cu-

pid.
"Rut you can't practice an unlimited"
"Of course not; I only promise."
"Really, you must be more precise,"

sighed the census man. "Now, what am
! to enter as. .Mr. Cupid.

Cupid thoughVfera moment, playing with
liis sheaf of arrows.

"Shall we say a general dealer?" he sug-
gested.

"Capital!" cried tlie census man, put-
ting it di'wn.

"Though," added Cupid, "I am also a
solicitor."

"Qualified?" asked the census man, sus-
piciously.

"I have l'cn admitted many times,"
smiled- - Cupid "I am also a dancing
master, and I am instrumental in getting
ip a great many bazaars, picnic3, and
other entertainments "

"You must lie very busy," observed the
.census man, writing hard.

"What's the next question?" asked Cupid,
smiling again.

"Your persuasion, Mr Cupid?"
"Irresistible," answered Cupid.
"I have never heard of that sect," ob-

jected the census man.
"Or course, if jou're onlj- - to put down

what you happen to have heard of "
began Cupid, sarcastically.

"I beg your pardon, sir See.it Is down,
'irresistible ' And now, sir "

But at this moment Lalage entered.
Cupid strung his bow, and the census
man forgot his business, so that the re-

turn remains incomplete.
Mr. Miles Gladboy is stout. "But

where." he once asked, "is the harm?
It is but the alluvial dejiosit of Time's
flood "

"You mean adipose," remarked a Gir-to- n

girl
"Doubtless, my dear," said Mr. Glad-lov- .

with a sigh.
The duchess was more encouraging.

"Do not mind Ix'ing stout. 1 am stout
myself," said she. affnbl

"It is very good of your grace," mur-
mured Mr. Gladboy

TOWN AND COUNTRY.
It was the second day that they had

spent in the country They had sat
for upward of nn hour regarding the land- -

Tlioro lVns Loud Laughter.
scape, when the poet turned to Mr. Glad-Iki-

crying. "God made the count rj'. my
friend. How enme the town?"

"I should attribute its rise to a gradually
growing sense of ennui," unswered Mr.
GlQdbov, mildlv.

HOW THEY" STOl'l'ED LYNCHING

Thny Went Out After the Woultl-Il- o

Lynchers nnd Worked TV'ltliThem.
Ileworeabuckskmsuitundwide-brinime-

hat The revolvers at his belt looked as
if they had seen considerable use. but he
was quiet when the stranger in the smok-
ing cardr-n- him into conversation

"Yes. I've been pretty tough." he said.
" I guess we all have out oc Bloody Gulch,
but we have got over it. Got religion.
know A fellow came through there last
week with n gospel cart and he got all the
boys out and talked to "em good and hard.
He said a lot about how a fellow should
b3 known by his deeds, and not by the bluff
he put up He said his work was what
counted, and not the gurr So we all got
thinking bout what tough critters we
were and we made up our minds to try a

"new way
"To be goortll' asked the stranger.
"That's it; That's the siutf exactlj."

said tho man with the big revolvers.
"We were going to be god and start a
regular old reform wave shooting around
the gulch There's b3en a lot of lynching
out 1 here, you know, s we took that in
hand first; made up our minds that it had

goi to stop, and stop quick The boys
to move; somellun's got to happen. So
when we heard about the Eastern cities and
don't stand no roolm' when they get ready
their reform committees and their civic
fedeiations. nnd all that sort of slufr. we
irot together and'orgamzed a little commit-
tee or our own. It was a hot one. loo,
I tell ye. All the boyd belong to it that
aro any good, and they swore they'd stop
lynching inside r twenty-fou- r hours, and
they done it. too "

"Orgnnizcd an g league, I
take it," said hie stranger.

"That's what it was, and it was a hum-
mer. We Just waited our chance to ketch
some of the tough Tellers that was taking
the law into their own hands, and we got
it. We heerd of a lj aching that was comin'
off that very night. We organized our
reform committee. Some or the rollers
from the other end of tlie gulch hadJocatcd
a boss thief, and they was going out to
string him up. Well, stranger, a boss thief
is n pretty durncd mean sort of a critter,
and I ain't got much use for 'cm mjself,
but religion Is religion, and if a feller's
got it I reckon he's got to stick to it. So
we went out after tho lads that was going
to lynch the hoss thief, and we caught 'em
about a mile up tlie gulch. We saved the
boss thief, stronger, and we labored
with the lynchers good and hard Just like

the Gospel feller said we should."
"Were you successful?"
"You bet we was. There ain't been a

lynching in the gulch since that night.
When wo want reform you bet we get it,
and get it quick, and everybody knows
that we mean business. There can't be
no mistake about that."

"What did do with the lynchers?"
asked the stranger.

"We lynched 'cm.' Chicago Times
Herald.
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(Copyright. 1805, by Bacheller, Johnson & Bacheller)

At the bur rack unto hho rlts,
Elly Consliliut

ixMV she doze-- ?, now .she knits.
While- - tho Miivshlne, throuuli the.IIfcf

Of tho trellised trumpet-vin- e,

Warms old EHy Conaldlne,

Wnrnir her heart thut Ions aao,
Set tho Kegiment aglow!

Sweeter colleen ne'er was ?eon.

Than Eileen:

lAps that flamed like .scarlet tvlnoj

Eyes of azure, Mitlle dlhie
Is that yon,

Selling apples
Where tlie glided sunlight dap plea"

Elly ?

I remember your first tieau,
TAly Cousldlue

That was years ago, I know;

Do you ever think of Stowe

Stowe, nontenant In the line

Shot by Sioux In '59?

Do u sometime, think of Gray'.'

I can almost hear him say
"Sw eeter colleen ne'er was seen

Than Ktleen;

Lips that flame llkeearlet wine,

lives of azure, smile dtlu-I- s

that you

Selling apples
Whorothegildedstinllgritanppiesi,

Eily Consldlne?

First came Fairfax of the Staff,
Elly Consldlne;

Yon forgave him with lnugh-You'- ro

too generous by half.
Years ago he died 'twas wlno

Killed him 'twas death of shame.

Yet In death he cried your name!

Sweeter colleen ne'er was seen
Than Elleertf

Xdps of flame, like scarlet wlno

Eyes of nztire, smile divine

that you

Selling npples
Where ,"i gilded sunlight dapplci

Elly Consldlne?
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Santa Anna settled Hurso,
Elly Consldlne:

Then it went from bad to worse.

Yet, It your love was ourso,

Hless mo with this curse divine

Dless me, Eily Consldlne!

Phnntom dim of long ago.
Misty, faint and sweet know

Sweeter colleen ne'er as seen
Than Eileen:

Lips, that flamed llko scarlet
wlno,

Eyes of azure, smile divine-I- s

that you

Selling apples
TYlioro the golden sunlight

dapples,
Eily Consldlne?
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NOW SnE DOZES, NOW SHE KNITS

If you wept when Fairfax lafr,
Eily Consldlne.

Surely Donaldson was deft
To console 11 soul bereft
In so very brief a time
Lonely Elly Constdine.

After Donaldson came nurse;
Ee it ns who wrote thla. eru:

"Sweeter colleen ne'er was .seen

Than Eileen;

Lips that flame like scarlet wlnot
Sves ot azure, smile divine

Is that you

Selling apples
tv here the golden sunlight

dnnnles,
Elly Consldlne?'
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I MUST STIR MY WOODEN LEO.

At the barrack gate sho .sits,

Elly Consldlne,

Now she dozes, now she knits,
And the sunshine, through thosltts
In the trelllscd trumpet vino

Falls on Elly Constdine. "

I must stir my wooden leg

Sell my pencils I can't beg.
Sweeter colleen ne'er wns seo

Than Eileen.

Lip's of flame like scarlet wlm, ,
Eves of nzuro, smile divine" . .

Is that you! .

Selling apples
"Where tho golden sunlight dapples,

Elly Constdine?
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